











On one of these visits I run into one of the scenarists, Tullio Pinelli, 
in a fresh white shirt with short sleeves. “Want to lose weight?” Fellini 
calls, and we follow him into the cardinal’s cell. Federico is wearing a 
white handkerchief round his neck and from time to time he takes a tissue 
from the makeup man’s box and wipes the sweat from his face. 

At six o’clock shooting stops. The cardinal has burned himself on a 
steam jet. 

But I can see from my office that no one is leaving. Surrounded by his 
assistants, Fellini is talking with Pinelli at the fountain. Production people 
and makeup artists join them; so do I. 


The cardinal’s mud bath. In answer to Guido’s question, “Why am I 
not happy?” he will answer: “Who said you were put on earth to be 
happy? Outside the Church there is no redemption. Those who do 
not belong to the city of God belong to the city of the devil.” 





